NURSE

You did come, dear, sweet, kind Jesus. You came to
get me, because my heart stopped bearing. Oh, I know
how my heart stopped. Because for a long, long time I
wished it would. God took pity on me.

CLERK

Now you shall go away from here with me, my
daughter.

NURSE

Where arc you taking me, sweet, kind, beautiful, dear,
merciful Jesus?

CLERK

To my big hospital You'll be a nnrse there. To the end
of time. At my everlasting hospital, where all men are
cured.

(The little nurse-angel obediently lays her head on

the clerk's shoulder)
Don't cry, little angel.

NURSE

Do let me cry. It's such a good feeling.

CLERK

Crying is a sign of weakness. Crying is an earthly thing,
little angel.

NURSE

You wept too. You must have wept when you said:
"Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani."

CLERK

(Softly) (
Ycs.-~ril wipe away your tears.

NURSE

Don't wipe them away*
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